and having nothing to doe to chardge ; as the two armies were
engageing, rode in like a mad-man (as he was) between them,
and was (as he needs must be) shott. Some that were your
superfine discoursing politicians and fine Gentlemen, would
needs have the reason of this mad action of throwing away his
Life so, to be his discontent for the unfortunate advice given
to his master as aforesaid; but, I have been well enformed,
by those who best knew him, and knew intrigues behind the
curtaine (as they say) that it was the griefe of the death of Mris.
Moray, a handsome Lady at Court, who was his Mistresse,
and whom he loved above all creatures, was the true cause of
his being so madly guilty of his own Deatl^ as afore mentioned.
The next day, when they went to bury the dead, they could
not find his Lordship's body; it was stript and trod-upon and
mangled, so there was one that wayted on him in his chamber
would undertake to know it from all other bodyes, by a certaine
Mole his Lordship had in his Neck, and by that marke did
finde it. He lies interred at Great Tue, but, I thinke, yet without
any monument.
In the dining roome, there is a picture of his at length, and
like him ('twas done by Jacob de Valke> who taught me to
paint.) He was a little man and of no great strength of body;
he had blackish hake, something flaggy, and I thtnke his eies
black. Dr. Earles would not allow him to be a good poet,
though a great Witt; he writt not a smoth verse, but a great
deal of Sense.